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in this season’s most important new looks. 
They’re sporty! They’re fun! Outdoorsy, 
too! From pullovers, wrap sweaters and 
hooded styles to high, wide and hand- 
some ponchos. Solids, color mixes and 
ethnic patterns. Only a few from our fan- 
tastic junior collection, sizes S, M, L. 

... not all styles in all stores. 


Jr. Sportswear, Attitude Sportswear, 
second floor, main store 

Boston D-145, 147, 175. 

CHARGE IT! Use your Jordan Marsh or 
‘American Express card 


BOSTON AND BRANCHES as noted 


JORDAN 
MARSH 
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- Fashion Lists 


Sixteen of the best and worst dressers in town 


by Robert Dacey 

These are sad times we live in. 
Men and women — people who 
are good to their mothers and 
pillars of the community — have 
randomly forsaken the dictates 
of good taste and rushed pell- 
mell into a morass of double-knit 
and vinyl from which there may 
be no escape. With each passing 
hour they slip further and fur- 
ther away from salvation. So 
that these’ poor misbegotten 
souls may be redeemed, and with 
purely humanitarian motives, 
we hereby take our stand for 
King, Country and Oxford but- 
tondowns. 

Forget Thoreau’s warning 
about new clothes. Thoreau 
spent most of his time in the 
company of Transcendentalists 
and string beans, neither of 
which has ever displayed any 
particular sartorial genius. With 
this in mind, we will proceed to 
examine the best and worst of 
the Bay State with no regard for 
sex, age, weight, race and re- 
ligion. 


F. Lee Bailey 





Unlike the efforts of Mr. 
Blackwell, this is not simply a 
list of the 10 worst-dressed 
people in Boston improper. 
There are 10 candidates, but 
these 10 exceptional examples 
have been culled from a field of 
hundreds. For contrast, we have 
also included a few names who, 


by their exceptional attention to 


dress, have actually qualified, 
some marginally, as reasonable 
examples of good taste. Like- 
wise, this will not be a list of 10 
best-dressed people. To begin 
with we couldn’t find 10. We 
even had trouble finding six! 


The worst 

Albert L. (‘‘Dapper’’) O’Neil. 
For the second consecutive year, 
Councilor O’Neil captures top 
honors for his conspicuous lack 
of anything even vaguely resem- 
bling taste, The best that can be 
said of him is that he looks like 
he dresses from a J.C. Penney 
catalogue. Bilious. 

Moe Eagerman. One has only to 
see his TV commercials to be 


Chris lanella 





Ernie Bock 


struck senseless by the bagel 
magnate’s. alarming lack of 
tasteful co-ordination. Given to 
incredibly ill-fitting polyester 
leisure suits and vinyl buckled 
pumps, the purveyor of some of 
the best-baked goods in town 
looks like some colossal painted 
loaf. And that’s the real story, 
Jerry! 

Chris Ianella. Another mem- 
ber of the Boston city council 
who, clearly inspired by O’Neil, 
has nonetheless forged ahead in 
his own distinctive quest for poor 
taste. Ianella is, at least, consis- 
tent: consistently abysmal. He 
seems to have a mania for black 
suits that make him look deci- 
dedly funereal — either like a 
cut-rate undertaker or his cus- 
tomer. 

Seiji Ozawa. Turtlenecks, turtle- 
necks, TURTLENECKS!!! 
Either he has goiters or some ap- 
palling tattoo. 

Steve Schatz. The same as Moe 
Eagerman, only thinner. 

F. Lee Bailey. Here is the per- 
fect example of why short, stocky 
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Seiji Ozawa 





Alan Tremain 


men shouldn’t wear wide lapels 
and even wider ill-matched ties. 
Most of the time he looks like a 
front cover model for True De- 
tective. The rest of the time he 
looks like the King of the Trolls. 
He wears sunglasses constantly, 
apparently convinced that they 
improve his appearance. Actu- 
ally, he’s right. 

Ernie Bock. A monolithic testa- 
ment to asymmetrical dress. 
Perhaps he is color-blind, but it’s 
more likely that he never learned 
the simplest rudiments of color. 
He dresses as if he spends the 
better part of his time selling 
Oldsmobiles — or buying them. 
Alan Tremain. The manager of 
the Copley Plaza deserves a 
special award for trying so hard 
to dress like Vincent Price in an 
old Roger Corman AIP horror 
flick. Some of the time he looks 
like an escapee from the pages of 
a P.G. Wodehouse short story; 
the rest of the time he looks like 
he restrains himself from wear- 
ing Chesterfield collars only with 
the utmost difficulty. 


~ 
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Chester Broderick (head of the 
Boston Police Patrolman’s As- 
sociation). Last, but by no 
stretch of the imagination least, 
Broderick is living proof that 
double-knit consciousness is 
alive and flourishing in Boston. 
His combinations of color and 
pattern look something like 
Rand-McNally gone berserk. 


The best 
Archibald Cox. Although he 
usually resembles a middle-aged 
preppie, Cox deserves special 
consideration not only for hav- 
ing the presence to wear bow 
ties, but also the ability to tie 
them. You will never catch Cox 
in a clip-on butterfly bow. 
Francis W. Sargent. The for- 
mer governor seems to take a fair 
amount of care in his appear- 
ance and his tailoring, while al- 
ways conservative, is nonethe- 
less impeccable. Possession of a 
leisure suit is a hanging offense 
in Dover. 
George V. Higgins. We had 
Continued on page 4 
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If you've headed back to 
school again and ready for 
something new- we've got the shoes for you!! for 
in’ out in style we've wavy soles and 
negative heels jrom Famolaré and Rosita. And, for 
the latest neuts in boogie shes - bottoms by 
Dyn-o-mite! We've apf them all together: tin 


one place ... So hit us before you hit the books! 


Knicker 230 


byw 0:Nite 


Rogita 











Visit Our Complete 
Family Shoe Store at 

' 355 Moody St. in 
Waltham 


Richards 


Shoes 


489 Washington Street, Boston @ Natick Mali, Natick, Mass. © 
Bedford Mall, Bedford, N.H. © 355 Moody Street, Waltham 

















Best & Worst 


Continued from page 3 

mixed emotions about including 
the author of The Friends of Ed- 
die Coyle on the better-dressed 
list, “but -we feel he deserves 
special consideration for not- 
able improvement over the last 
year. He no longer affects that 
Humphrey Bogart look-alike 
trenchcoat he has sported so 
often in the past. Should he con- 
tinue to show progress, by next 
year he will be included with no 
reservations. 
Derek Bok. Always conserva- 
tive and always well turned out. 
He is one of those truly rare in- 
dividuals who seem to wear their 
clothes effortlessly. Needless to 
say, this effect is only achieved 
with constant, unrelenting ef- 
fort, but anything for dear old 
Harvard. 

Sharon King. At the risk of 
sounding blatantly chauvinis- 
tic, she has the figure to wear 
good clothing and the simple 
common sense to wear it well. 
She must be one of those incred- 
ibly fortunate people who, when 
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they see a nice outfit on a store 
mannequin, ‘can buy it with the 
assurance that it will look as 
good (if not better) on them. 
Pat Mitchell. When she first 
surfaced in Boston, Ms. Mit- 
chell was prone to overdressing, 
both in terms of clothing and 
jewelry. She has made great 
strides since then and continues 
to improve daily. Her color sense 
has become ‘substantially more 
understated. 

Thomas Boylston Adams. 
Scion of an old and _distin- 
guished family, Adams dresses 
the part. Though conservative, 
he avoids the appearance of be- 
ing drab ‘with an imaginative 
and rather. distinctive combina- 
tion of shirt and tie. He is also 
one of the few men left in Bos- 
ton with the necessary aplomb to 
wear a watch and-chain from his 
lapel with absolute confidence. 


Nominations are now being 
accepted for inclusion in next 
year’s worst-best dressed re- 
view. Till then we shall, like 
Mordecai, rend our garments 
and, dressed in a simple num- 
ber of sackcloth and ashes, steal 
silently into the night. 


Frank Sargent 
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From Jordan Marsh: (left) Classic tailoring by Evan Picone; (right) 
wooly jacket for the outdoor look. 


Fall Trends 


These days everything's a classic 


by Kathryn Polhemus 

There once was a time when 
fall brought all kinds of new 
things: a new teacher, new tele- 
vision programs and, for the big 
folks, a whole new look in 
clothes. It all still happens in 
September. The kids go back to 
school — if they can get past the 
parents. The television industry 
still proclaims All-New shows, 
though “new” usually means 
spin-offs of last year’s spin-offs. 
And the autumn issues of fash- 
ion magazines are big and fat, 
with exuberant headlines about 
exciting new clothes. 

So here we are approaching 


fall again in the year of the Bi- 


centennial; perhaps it is too 
much to ask for any more effer- 
vescence. But let’s try. For the 
sake of the memory of all the 
newness that fall once brought, 
let’s try to find something excit- 
ing about fourth quarter cloth- 
ing "76. 

The look this year is classic — 
never mind that the look last 
year was classic, too. “It’s 
stronger than ever,” says Fi- 
lene’s communications director 
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Man-tailored and layered from Fitene’s — flésnel pants, plaid shirt, 
woo! sweater and tweed poncho. ‘ . 





Pat Patricelli. The classic look is 
aristocratic, understated, muted 
— and expensive. Its significant 
advantage is that it doesn’t 
stand out in a crowd; you can 
wear it for years without anyone 
noticing. 

It’s a good thing, too. All the 
connotations of classic say 
“‘money”’: luxurious, elegant 
neutrals, rich tones, layers on 
layers. It is no surprise that the 
next breath brings “investment 
buying.” For instance, blazers 
are big this year. Since that 
blazer is going to cost you $75 or 
more, wear it with everything 
and wear it all week long. Then 
bring it out next year. It still will 
keep you warm, though it may 
not be the focal point of your 
wardrobe. 

The classic look is everywhere 
this year — from department 
store juniors to sophisticated de- 
signer clothes. Separates are the 
basis of the look — skirts, pants, 
shirts, suits and sweaters. The 
styling is man-tailored: three- 
piece suits, front-fly pants, 
loose-fitting shirts Skirts are 

Continued on page 10 
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basement store 


CHARGE IT. .. Use Your Jordan Marsh or American Express Card. 
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SHOW-OFF 
BY BESTFORM 


Feminine wisps-of-nothing that make you look all woman, instead of all bra. All 
seamless and molded of a unique nylon/Lycra® biend that fits superbly. Show-Off 
only needs you to take shape! 

A) Show-Off Underwire; all stretch with front closing in white, beige, or black, sizes 
32-38 B, C. 5.00 





Sizes 32-38D 6.00 
B) Show-Off Convertible; light fiberfill underwire with front closing and detachable 
straps for regular or halter wear. White only, sizes 34-38 B, C. 5.00 
C) Show-Off Sheer; see-through nylon spandex with underwire and front closing. 
Choose white or beige. Sizes 32-38 B, C. 5.00 
Sizes 32-38D 6.00 
D) Show-Off Soft Cup: all stretch with front closing, in white, beige, or black. 
Sizes 32-34-36 fit A, B, or C cup. 4.00 
E) Show-Off Bikini; matching bikini to styles A, B, D. Select white, beige, or black, 
sizes S-M-L. . 2.59 


D940. main basement Boston and all basement branch stores. 
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by D.C. Denison 

George Sand had the right 
idea. She chafed at the tradi- 
tional restraints of femininity; 
when she felt like roaming the 
streets at night and visiting bars 
alone, she would tuck her hair 
under a man’s hat, pull on a pair 
of boots and dress in a man’s 
suit. Others thought she was ec- 
centric, but she thought herself 
simply practical. Her previous 
experience convinced her that 
venturing into a man’s world in 
women’s clothing could be dis- 
astrous. 

“My thin shoes were torn in 
two days,” she said, “the high 
heels made me tumble, I never 
learned to raise my skirt 
properly. I got tired and dirty, 
caught cold and saw with des- 
pair how my velvet hats were 
ruined by every shower.” When 
you are living in a man’s world, 
she concluded, dress like a man. 

Women today are running into 
the same problem and coming 


up with George Sand’s solution. - 


It’s now hip to be a working wo- 
man — even Jackie Onassis went 
out and got a job at Viking Press 
— and not surprisingly, it’s he- 
come fashionable to dress the 
part. ‘“‘After the ‘do your own 
thing,’ ‘express yourself’ ’60s,” 
advises Women’s Wear Daily, 
“Tt’s time for women to cut their 
anti-establishment locks . . . it’s 
now chic to be discreet.” Work- 
ing women and those who want 
to look like they are working now 
want their clothes to make them 
look purposeful, and the de- 
signers are answering the call by 
dressing them not like men — 
men are all wearing leisure suits 
these days — but like Clark 
Kent. Jackets, ties, vests, pants 
... they are all part of the new 
look for the active woman, (no- 
body’s saying what the inactive 
woman is wearing this year; 
probably pajamas and bath- 
robes) and all sorts of different 
people are wearing it: women 
with two names like Bianca Jag- 
ger, women with two-point-five 
names like Diane von Fursten- 
berg, and women with one name 
like Veruschka. 

The Clark Kent or ‘“man- 
tailored” look is no costume, 
they tell me. It’s miles away 
from the “gangster look” that 









Katharine Hepburn as a young boy; ka 


Yves St. Laurent created in the 
“Bonnie and Clyde” days — 
which; with its padded 
shoulders, wide lapels, and 
flashy ties, was like dressing a 
woman in a clown suit. Instead 
the new masculine look comes 
from the desire to blend in with 
the hard gray working world. 

As Dr. Shirley Zussman, as- 
sistant director of the Human 
Sexuality Center in New York, 
has said, “The choice of mascu- 
line clothing might indicate a 
disdain for the artificial en- 
chantment of women’s clothing 
— a kind of protest against be- 
ing presented with a focus on 
one’s looks as opposed to one’s 
capabilities.” Whatever the mo- 
tivation, the man-tailored look is 
definitely the Thing for fall. 
Fashion designers everywhere 
are throwing out their old adjec- 
tives — ‘“‘very feminine,” “soft,” 
and “sexy” — and replacing 
them with new favorites — 
“sharp,” “basic” and “prac- 
tical.” 


“We're bullish on the man- 

tailored look, Vogue is bullish on 

the look, and New York.-is very 

bullish on the look ... every- 
body’s crazy about it.” 

—A salesman at 

Bonwit Teller 

Louis, the shop for “the man 
who knows who he is,” could also 
be called the shop for “the wo- 
man who thinks she’s a man.” 
Last spring they introduced, 
very successfully, a whole line of 
men’s suits for women, includ- 
ing tuxedos and tails. For the fall 
they’re pushing suits, vests and 
pants for women in all styles, as 
well as fabrics and patterns 
single-breasted, double- 
breasted, in checks, plaids, 
twills, tweeds, houndstooth .. . 
everything for the man, except 
it’s for the woman. 

Audrey Buckner, one of the 
buyers of women’s fashions, is 
enthusiastic: ‘““The man-tailored 
look consists of borrowing of tra- 
ditional men’s designs and fit- 
ting them to a woman’s figure, 
and using fabrics and designs 
that previously were worn only 
by men — tweed, gabardine in 
chalk stripe, pinstripe, and glen 
plaid ... But the man-tailored 
look is also a lot more than just a 






conscious copying of men’s 
clothing. Rather, I like to think 
of it as an attitude. Today’s wo- 
man is looking for practicality, 
versatility and durability, and 
the man-tailored look has all 
three. Men’s clothes have al- 
ways been built much better — 
built for comfort and built to last 
— and this is what the profes- 
sional woman is after. Some wo- 
men are afraid that the look is 
not feminine. If they wear it at 
all, they try to soften it with silk 
scarves and things, but I’ve 
never seen a woman wear these 
kind of clothes and look like a 
man. Myself, I like to go all the 
way with the man-tailored look 
right down to scarves, belts and 
ties. If it is worn right, with con- 
fidence and the right attitude, it 
doesn’t come off looking mascu- 
line. It comes off looking neat 
and sharp.” 

At Saks, the women’s depart- 
ments — especially sportswear 
— are crammed with mascu- 
line-styled jackets and pants in 
every conceivable pattern. The 
head buyer, Susan Olden, is 
pleased with the trend. 

“This year,” she says, “the 
Europeans are getting into fan- 
tasy, with all those gypsy dresses 
by St. Laurent. But in America 
the refined, knowing women are 
wearing the English-influenced 
man-tailored look. Our cus- 
tomer is not interested in any- 
thing too trendy, and these days 
dressing in man-tailored things 
is not at all trendy — for the 
active woman, it is very sensible 
and civilized.” 


“I’m opposed to a masculine ap- 
proach to women’s clothing. 
Men and women should be dif- 
ferent. Men live in a gray world, 
and when they come home at 
night they don’t want their wives 
and girlfriends looking like 
them.” 
—Halston 
Of course, not everybody is 
crazy about the man-tailored 
look. Jean Claude Meyer, whom 
Women’s Wear Daily describes 
as Paris’s most social psychia- 
trist, hates the look. “Physically 
speaking, a woman is simply not 
built to wear a tailored man’s 
suit. The bust is bigger and the 
bottom as well. There are those 





~ Bowler hat at Lord & Taylor; something serious from Rudi Gernreich, and Newbury St. designer Alfred Fiandaca with model and tailored creation. 


— particularly with the fem- 
inist liberation movement — 
who insist that trousers and 
men’s clothes in general are more 
practical. Not so. What could be 
more practical than a skirt? You 
can move.” 

That is Argument No. 1 
against the man-tailored look; 
Argument No. 2 was voiced by a 
security guard at one of the lo- 
cal clothing stores. “It’s all those 
homosexual designers,” he said. 
“They like men, so they dress up 
women to look like men. It’s ob- 
vious.” 

Tom Petruso, a Cambridge 
therapist and director of Dyna- 
con Associates, has been notic- 
ing the man-tailored trend and 
has a few thoughts on the mat- 
ter. Some may consider his ap- 
proach a bit old hat. 

“First of all there is the fact of 
penis envy. When a woman is a 
young girl, she wants one of 
those, she feels gypped. Is some- 
thing wrong with her? These 
feelings, later reinforced per- 
haps by cultural values that con- 
fer certain advantages to the 
male, lead the girl to resent her 
mother (who must be re- 
sponsible for this cruel fate), 
thus inhibiting a healthy iden- 
tification with her sex. The girl 
then flies to Dad, and if not en- 
couraged to befriend and iden- 
tify with Mom, she becomes 
psychically masculinized; and 
what we end up with is a young 
woman tramping around Cam- 
bridge.in a lumberjack outfit. 

“On the level of haute cou- 
ture the situation is more 
ironical and much funnier. 
Sexism is the very reason for the 
much-fussed-about freedom to 
wear man-styled fashions. That 
is, when women dress up like 
Dad (often including cigar) it be- 
comes part of that sanctioned 
neurotica known as fashion — 
sanctioned because it’s not 
serious; i.e. women and their cos- 
tumes are cute! It is plain to see 
that when men behave in like 
manner their delusion is more 
readily exposed, because the cul- 
ture puts more value on sanity in 
men — women are supposed to 
be irrational. Now granted, some 
men’s paraphernalia may have 
certain advantages, such as the 
freedom and warmth of pants: 


a 


ngaroo-pocketed coat by Luba from Jordan Marsh, and the classic Dietrich. 





but really! Fedoras? Vests? 
Starched shirts and neckties? 

“And to think that my poor 
Sicilian aunts were ridiculed in 
their youth for their mous- 
taches! It just goes to show how 
the public misinterprets the van- 
guard of fashion.” 


“It’s all up to the woman. If she’s 
got a great figure, she can put on 
a blazer and trousers, pin a 
camellia on her lapel and look 
very soft. If she’s got a diesel- 
driver stance, that’s not my 
problem.” 
—Jackie Rogers, designer 
While the masculine look for 
women is bigger than ever this 
year, it is by no means new. It 
has been lurking around wo- 
men’s fashions for more than 50 
years. Coco Chanel was perhaps 
the first to introduce the look. 
She took a liking to the navy 
blue blazers that her nephews 
were wearing home from private 
school and decided to transpose 
the masculine English fashion to 
feminine taste. She pinched the 
waist of the jackets, made the 
pants a little bit fuller in the leg 
and tighter in the waist and la- 
beled it the “garconne look.” 
The result was an innocent, boy- 
ish look that was very popular in 
France during the ’20s. 


In the late ’30s and ’40s a re- 
vival of men’s clothing for wo- 
men emanated from Hollywood, 
where film stars — especially 
Marlene Dietrich and Kath- 
arine Hepburn started to wear 
men’s clothing on and off stage. 
At the time, people talked a lot 
about this look. Everybody 
seemed to like it, but it never 
caught on with the general pub- 
lic. 

World War II was the turning 
point in the history of the man- 
tailored look. Many women went 
to work in factories and wore the 
spare and stark uniforms of the 
day, and for the less dedicated, 
wartime regulations for the con- 
servation of fabric forbade fancy 
clothes with frills, fluffs and 
bows. Wardrobes dwindled to 
the level of necessities — narrow 
jackets and skirts, inexpensive 
fabrics and somber colors. Line 

Continued on page 8 
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Drag 


Continued from page 7 

and cut became the designer’s 
tools; gradually, women started 
to appreciate the simplicity of 
masculine clothes. Soon the con- 
servative grey suit — jacket and 
skirt — became a standard item 
in every woman’s closet. The 
simple gray suit became “a 
classic” in fashion circles, which 
meant that it could be counted 
as a standard — something that 
with minor variation (although 
lately the addition of pants and 
vests could be considered a ma- 
jor variation) — would be in 
style year after year. Even St. 
Laurent, who this year pre- 
sented a whole collection of fan- 
tasy styles, did not neglect to de- 
sign a few suits for good mea- 
sure. 


“My heart really isn’t in the 

man-tailored look. I like tits and 
ass too much.” 

—Alfred Fiandaca, 

Boston designer 

Alfred Fiandaca, one of Bos- 


ton’s finest and most expensive 
designers, has more _man- 

ile designs in his fall col- 
lection than ever before, and to 
him the reason is obvious. “The 
man-tailored look is classic by 
now,” he says, “and when times 
are rough, you grab for gold — 
for things you can wear over and 
over. Man-tailored can be worn 
that way; it won’t be out of 
fashion in a year. I've been do- 
ing man-tailored things for five 
years, and I find that my more 
active clients — the female 
judges and attorneys — are the 
ones who buy it time and time 
again. It helps them feel more 
equal during the day. I would 
never put a shirt and tie with my 
masculine things though — it 
looks too dyke-ish. I like it softer, 
with no shirt — just a vest, that 
way you can see the tits. Sure 
Dietrich wore ties, but she was 
the first and the last to look good 
with them.” 

Sam Shocron of Milo on New- 
bury Street, another top cou- 
ture designer, always has a few 
man-tailored things in his col- 
lections. “It’s a wonderful look,” 
he says. “Of course, anything 


would look better than the ‘baby 
doll’ look of the 60s, but it has to 
be on the right woman .. . you 
can’t look too voluptuous and 
big-breasted in men’s clothing. I 
like it with an open blouse; a tie 
is too gimmicky. A lot of my 
clients are fundraisers and they 
like it a lot, but it has to be soft 
— I don’t want to see women 
look like men.” 


“Contemporary design must re- 
flect the most progressive atti- 
tudes of the times. If a look can’t 
be worn easily by either sex,~it’s 
not truly contemporary. Hope- 
fully, the coming liberation of 
men will allow them to enjoy the 
comfort of a loosely wrapped 
skirt in the summer just as nat- 
urally as a woman chooses pants 
for warmth in the winter.” 
—Alice Blaine, designer 

Joseph Geller, who runs the 
shoe salon at Bonwit Teller, has 
been selling lots of wing tips, ox- 
fords, and loafers to women 
lately. 

“Women used to shy away 
from flat-heeled shoes,” he says, 
“because they felt that it made 
them look short and dumpy. 


Now they’re discovering that 
they are very comfortable. Be- 
sides, mannish shoes go much 
better with the suits they are 
wearing these days. High heels 
are still very big in Europe, but 
let’s face it, high heels are sit- 
ting shoes. They are not for run- 
ning around — it’s murder walk- 
ing on heels and wedges — and 
today the professional woman is 
doing a great deal of running 
around. I went down to New 
York to some fashion shows and 
they were going crazy over the 
mannish-looking shoes. You wait 
— they’re going to be big up 
here.” 

If women are taking the 
masculine look down to the 


ground, they are also taking it up. 


to the sky. At Lord and Taylor, 
the hat salon has a new collec- 
tion in which the look is dis- 
tinctly masculine — derbys, fed- 
oras, bowlers, and so on. A sales- 
girl told the story: “A lot of wo- 
men are buying men’s hats. We 
just got these in and they are do- 
ing very well. The women all 
want to top off the man-tailored 
look. Hats go great with a suit; 
men used to wear hats with suits 





and it looked great. Why not 
women?” 


“I’m serious.” 
—Rudi Gernreich 

Finally, a word from Rudi 
Gernreich, the inventor of the 
topless bathing suit. As usual, he 
has gone farther than anyone 
else — this year he designed 
boxer shorts and jockey shorts 
for women. 

“Right now there is an over- 
abundance of very frilly, super- 
feminine underwear,” he says. 
“My masculine underwear is 
much more comfortable.” 

Rudi, who claimed he was 
serious with the topless bathing 
suit, also claims to be serious 
with the boxer shorts. “These 
clothes can be talked about in 
seriousness because of women’s 
liberation,” he says. “Women 
from the highest fashion 
followers to the masses are un- 
consciously wearing menswear 
— the suit, fly front trousers and 
shirts from the boys’ depart- 
ment. I. just designed these 
clothes for men and then put 
them on a woman’s figure. They 
love it.” 
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HAIR DONE WITH TASTE AND BEAUTY 


169 Newbury Street 


Boston, Mass. 02116 
Tel. 247-4971 or 247-8600 









YMCA 
316 HUNTINGTON 
AVENUE 
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STUDENTS 


$ 35/WK. 


340 Rooms 

Television in Every Room 
¢24-Hour Telephone Service 
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Cafeteria 
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“BOSTON’S LARGEST ARMY & NAVY STORE” 


Snyder's 
Army Navy Storé 
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OFF! 
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The Power and the Purse 


Four women who can get it for you retail 


by Paula Span 

What kind of woman goes 
around saying things like, ‘““The 
sweatery message is very impor- 
tant”? Who flies to Paris in the 
spring and spends her days no- 
ticing how French shopgirls are 
rolling their pants legs? Whose 
career can rise and fall on the 
relative strength of the Big- 
dress? 

Fashion retailers, that’s who. 
Theirs is an exotic, high pres- 
sure subculture. Pat Patricelli, 
Filene’s fashion promotion di- 
rector, was wearing a turban, a 
long blue tunic and a little vest 
to a business lunch the day I in- 
terviewed Donna Carhart, Fil- 
ene’s sportswear buyer. A few 
months from now, after Pat- 
ricelli and Carhart have put 
their heads together, it’s a good 
bet lots of women will go to lunch 
looking like Saudi Arabians. 
That’s influence. 

Unlike the world of Wall 
Street, fashion retailing has 
never been a closed male pre- 
serve. There’s always been room 
in the field for talented females. 
It hasn’t always been Room at 
the Top. 

Traditionally ,most buyers 
have been women, because most 
customers are. But it’s hard to 
find women who are divisional 
merchandise managers, store 
managers or vice presidents. Un- 
less they own their own busi- 
nesses, Boston women haven’t 
reached the highest level jobs. 

“Up until a certain echelon, 
it’s fairly well loaded with wom- 
en,” explains Judy Mir of The 
Fashion Group of Boston. “In 
the upper echelon it’s an old 
story — the financial end is con- 
trolled by men.” 

There are signs that the hier- 
archy is yielding, though. A few 
women managers have ap- 
peared in the suburban depart- 
ment store branches. Jordan’s 


has two divisional managers and 
Bonwit Teller has a couple of fe- 
male vice presidents. More sig- 
nificantly, the hard-working 
young women now part way up 
the ladder are aiming for man- 
agement slots someday and they 
will be hard to deter. 

“You always have to fight. 
You have to be strong to make 
people listen to you,” one rising 
local woman agreed. “It’s chang- 
ing, and executive management 
is becoming aware of this. Wom- 
en in retailing are becoming 
stronger every day.” 

Bobbi Baker is a stand- 
up comic who was unavailable 
for interviews last month be- 
cause she was performing in the 
Catskills. Ruth Shapiro is her 
manager. Bobbi Baker Ltd. is al- 
so the name of a smart Chestnut 
Hill shop (owned and managed 
by Bobbi Baker and Ruth Sha- 
piro) which used to be in Har- 
vard Square until it was trashed 
and looted by “revolutionaries” 
in the 60s. Bobbi Baker and 
Ruth Shapiro vacation together, 
often on cruises- during which 
Baker does her comedy routines 
while Shapiro conducts the or- 
chestra. 

Baker and Shapiro (it even 
sounds like vaudeville) are fond- 
ly referred to by local fashion col- 
leagues as “characters.” But 
they are also acknowledged as a 
pair of very sharp business- 
women. Both show business vet- 
erans, they changed courses 10 
years ago when night clubs were 
folding and rock ’n’ roll was in 
ascendancy. 

They started with a converted 
tailor shop on Holyoke Street, 
Baker’s fashion sense, Shapiro’s 
business sense, one course in 
store management and ab- 
solutely no experience in retail- 
ing. But Bobbi Baker Ltd. was a 
success from the day it opened. If 
it hadn’t been for Vietnam and 


the ensuing riots, during which 
the shop repeatedly lost its win- 
dows, its merchandise and its in- 
surance, Baker and Shapiro 
would still be in business on 
Holyoke Street. Instead they re- 
gretfully moved their clothes and 
their antique fixtures to Chest- 
nut Hill, along with some 
momentoes — a pile of the bricks 
which had come crashing 
through their windows. 

Though the current shop is 
larger, Bobbi Baker is still a bou- 
tique. “We don’t go in and buy 
bunches of the same things,” 
Shapiro explains. ‘We have 
something new and different all 
the time, a little bit of a lot of 
things.’”’ The partners share 
business and buying decisions 
and, Shapiro notes, ‘“‘We do 
everything with a sense of hu- 
mor in this store.” : 

One of their most popular new 
purchases, for instance, is a line 
of fine leather and fabric acces- 
sories — and woven into the fab- 
ric, where the snob designers’ 
initials might appear, are the 
words “bullshitbullshitbullshit 

..”’ There’s even a delicate 


white-on-white bullshit evening. 


bag. “Very discreet, don’t you 
think?” chortles Shapiro. 

Baker and Shapiro share an 
apartment in Brookline now; 
they also share a sense of sister- 
hood. “Neither one of us be- 
longs to a formal women’s lib or- 
ganization,” Shapiro explains. 
“We live it instead. We are both 
tremendous believers in equal 
everything.” Both have been 
known to walk out of a bank or 
airline office, she adds, when 
clerks refuse to use “Ms.” 

Still, Shapiro, who talks ador- 
ingly of her grandchildren, is 
touchy about discussions of age. 
“We think young,” she insists. 


“Let them walk in and think I’m 
40. You always have to create an 


” 


image. 





While other people were 
watching the Tall Ships this 
July, Charlotte Brewer was 
watching the people watching 
the Tall Ships. How many wom- 
en were wearing espadrilles? 
How many were wearing sun- 
dresses? 

As corporate fashion director 
for Jordan Marsh’s 11 New Eng- 
land stores, Brewer has to keep 
track of such things. She’s the 
one who sniffs out fashion trends 
early, lets the buyers know 
what’s hot and then maps out 
the advertising, window dis- 
plays and fashion shows that 
convince Boston womanhood to 
invest in, say, tunics (“the new- 
est top happening right now’’) or 
blazers (‘“‘the whole classic mes- 
sage has to be big”’). 

Brewer is just 30, at the apo- 
gee of a career that began with a 
degree in clothing and textiles 
from North Texas State. After a 
trainee program at a Dallas de- 
partment store and a year as Fi- 
lene’s designer sportswear buy- 
er, she jumped ship in 1974 to 
head Jordan’s fashion depart- 
ment only six years out of col- 
lege. 

Being young and an outsider 
from Dallas, Brewer found it 
tough, at first, to convince Jor- 
dan’s buyers and managers of 
her fashion savvy. “It’s a lot of 
hard work, a lot of sticking your 
neck out sometimes,’’ she says of 
her role, “but also very exciting, 
watching the changes and pro- 
gressions.”’ 

Of course, Brewer doesn’t just 
watch the changes; she helps 
create them. The tunic, for in- 
stance, cropped up in designer 
collections last year when Brew- 
er was on her semi-annual Euro- 
pean scouting expedition. She 
saw it on Seventh Avenue, too, 
and started spreading the word 
to her buyers in meetings and 
“early directions” reports. Last 


fall she advertised a tunic for 
holiday wear, not to generate a 
great volume of sales bu: to alert 
fashion-conseious customers. A 
few tunics showed up in the tren- 
dier parts of the store. 

This year, Brewer’s tunic as- 
sault is gaining momentum. 
There are tunics all over Jor- 
dan’s by now — on mannikins, 
on racks, in displays. A recent ad 
showed five styles of tunics, not 
the lofty designer creations but 
moderately priced ones from the 
likes of Ship ’n’ Shore. Jordan’s 
expects tunics to start selling 
now; early sales figures indicate 
that they are. 

So Brewer is vindicated. ‘““One 
of the most negative things is 
when people first see some- 
thing,”’ she says. “I like to stay 
up and coming with fashion. My 
family are my worst critics. A 
year ago I went home in my 
straight-leg jeans rolled up to my 
knees and they laughed. But 
that’s happening now.” 

Brewer has limits, though. 
She’s made several appoint- 
ments to have her brown hair 
hennaed red, like the Parisians, 


- but always chickened ‘out at the 


last minute: Recently she 
donned a pair of very tight, 
bright red, straight-leg jeans she 
bought on her last trip to Paris, 
along with a pair of high-heeled 
shoes. And took them off again. 
It’ll be another year, she figures, 
before Boston is ready for that. 


Donna Carhart is another 
fashion whiz kid who left 
UMass-Amherst in 1971 with a 
home economics degree, hurtled 
through Filene’s executive train- 
ing program and last fall, at 26, 
became the store’s sportswear 
buyer. 

Her job requires 25 to 30 New 
York junkets a year, twice-year- 
ly hops to Paris and London, and 

Continued on page 11 
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Fall Trends 


Continued from page 5 
straighter, hitting from ‘below 
the knee to midcalf. No one is 
dictating lengths these days, just 
“what’s appropriate to the gar- 
ment and becoming to the wo- 
man,” says Cambridge’s Goods’ 
co-owner Daryl Levy. 

The day of the double-knit has 
passed. Part of the luxurious 
look this year is the fabric — all 
natural cotton, wool, silk. If it’s 
gotten scarce, it’s gotten expen- 
sive. 

But that’s part of the quality 
aspect of the classic look. ‘“Nat- 
ural fabrics are the best. They 
breathe, stains come out easily, 
they really last if they are cared 
for,’ says Daryl Levy. “People 
can’t believe it when I tell them 
they can wash their silk blouses. 
They wash beautifully. Hand 
wash, warm water, hang to dry. 
You'll have to get out your iron, 
but silk irons beautifully.” The 
wools, silks, cottons, corduroys 
and cashmere all call attention 
to texture. Colors will be typical 
somber fall tones — rust, brown, 
grey and loden green. This year’s 
berry color (every fall has a berry 
color) is rougeberry. 

At the more sophisticated end 
of the spectrum is the European 
look, found at Fawzi Boutique in 
Cambridge. Fawzi puts it 
bluntly: “The look is expensive, 
lots of layers.”” He shows a $60 
silk blouse over a $60 silk blouse, 
to be worn with a narrow wool 
skirt with matching everything: 
vest, jacket, coat. It adds up. 

Fawzi adds black and white to 
the list of classic fall colors. 
“White is unusual for winter be- 
cause it is expensive — every 
time you wear it you have to 
have it cleaned.” 

Maybe everyone is tired of 
looking ratty. Maybe people 
have more money to spend. More 
likely, clothing manufacturers 


3 


are finding that flashy, short- 
lived fashion is not selling. Store 
buyers won’t risk it because their 
customers won’t swallow it. 
Clothing prices have jumped 
drastically, and even the most 
fashion-conscious find it hard to 
part with $40 or $50 for a cute 
little number that won’t look 
right next year and wouldn’t 
hold up if it did. 

Which brings up quality. Wo- 
men’s clothing, especially the 
most stylish, has never been 
known for its quality. This year 
more manufacturers are striving 
for quality, tough, according to 
Daryl Levy. “They are starting 
with better fabrics and looking 
at menswear for better con- 
struction,”’ he says. ° 

Quality is a popular word at 
Down With Louis, where ‘we 
like to dress up.” Roy Johnson, 
manager of the Harvard Square 
branch, says the classic look is 
showing up in menswear, too. 
Down With Louis, the younger, 
more moderately priced version 
of Louis men’s store, features 
prices that are far from -mod- 
erate, but Johnson stresses 
quality and, again, good natural 
fabrics. 

He stresses quality so much, 
Johnson hardly talks about new 
styles. The Down With Louis 
look is a European fit — not 
tight exactly, but it “‘accentu- 
ates a man’s shape.” Within this 
framework, shirts and sweaters. 
are loosening up a bit this year. 
And there are lots of sweaters, 
cableknits and V-necks, mixing 
textures, stripes and plaids. 
Suits haven’t changed much, he 
adds, but velvet corduroy and 
tweed blazers are filling in for 
suits and sports jackets. 

The fad for the season is the 
Field and Stream, or L.L. Bean, 
look, what Jordan Marsh cor- 
porate fashion director Char- 
lotte Brewer calls “the back- 
country, rugged-American look.” 
This is particularly popular in 


magazines like Mademoiselle. 
The basic idea is to take all kinds 
of fishing gear, hunting and 
camping clothes and wear it for 
anything but fishing, hunting or 
campings What makes this 
fashion is that “it is a new look 
for the city,” says Pat Patricelli. 
“The avant garde customer will 
put it together in a fashionable 
way.” 

That means functional gear — 
rubber. ponchos, fishing bags, 
hunting jackets, knickers and 
slickers. But it’s the influence 


that counts, not the function. 
That avant garde-customer will 
wear her down vest with the 
latest long, straight, classic wool 
skirt, She'll wear her Abercrom- 
bie and Fitch fishing pants with 
a bright, Chinese silk scarf. In 
other words, wear the stuff but 
not mean it. 

Farther out on the fashion 
limb is the Big Sweater Story. 
All the stores are showing 
sweaters, big ones and lots of 
them, for men and women. “It’s 
a mood of knits,” says Pat Patri- 





new “hood” collection. 


Whatever clothing trend you 
choose to subscribe to this fall, 
you'll be faced with the task of 
complementing your look — 
classic or otherwise — with an 
appropriate coif. Well, new 
horizons are open — at least ac- 
cording to local hair magnate 
John Dellaria, who claims he 
has developed a new hair- 
cutting method called 
“Layered Pyrametrics.” Com- 
plicated in execution, what 


’ Dellaria does allows him to 


sculpt with your frizzies, thus 
freeing you from what he calls 
“the restricted styling of the 
60s and ’70s.” So away with 





those flat geometric shapes and 


Swirly Locks 


John Dellaria’s “feline feeling” (teft) and his “cloche” from th 


in with the “hood” cuts, the 
cloche and the feline feeling. 
Julie Christie, where are you 
when we need you? 

Elsewhere in the world of 
hair, local salon director Gia- 
como of Boston has made his 
bid for the big time by styling 
the heads of the contestants in 
the 1976 Miss World-USA 
beauty pageant held last 
Saturday at the Hynes Audi- 
torium. 

Does any of this make Bos- 
ton the new hair capital of the 
world? Of course not. But 
salons do abound and there’s 
no need to travel to New York 





for your next haircut. 





celli. There are shetlands,>cowl . 
necks, sweater coats; sweater 
dresses, sweater hats. 

And there are layers on layers 
of them (maybe we should know 
the predictions for the winter 
ahead). There are lots of sox — 
argyles over stripes and knee 
warmers over those. There will 
be vests with tunics, hoods plus 
hats, fingerless gloves over the 
full-fledged variety. It’s all “fun, 
colorful, fun!” 

And then, at long last, there is 
the “feminine fantasy~ look.” 
And that’s just what ‘it is: de- 
signers’ wishful thinking. Win- 
dow dressers’ dream material. 

This is the clothing once called 
“after five,” for those of us who 
find ourselves romantically 
adrift in a Rolls Royce mid- 
stream in Newbury Street with a 
glass of champagne, a hand- 
some escort and the sun rising 
rosily through the soft (not wet) 
mist. 

It is the copywriter’s chance to 
let loose with words like 
“frothy.” At any rate, the fem- 
inine fantasy look consists of full 
skirts, bright, off-shoulder 
blouses, soft flowing fabrics and 
the never to be forgotten classic 
black dress. “It’s soft, sensual, 
clingy clothing — an alternative 
to man-tailored clothing,” says 
Charlotte Brewer. Equally fan- 
tastic are the shoes one wears 
with the dresses — silk sandals 
or pumps (“a wisp of a shoe’’) 
with very high heels. 

Still hanging on from last year 
are the gauchos and jumpsuits. 
Ann Taylor has the jumpsuit 
done up in the classic look with a 
belted one-piece vest-and-pants 
combination with coordinating 
blazer. Denim is still kicking, es- 
pecially the prewashed variety, 
but it is no longer fashion news. 

And, for the diehards, the 
Sears catalogue still offers 
unionmade bib overalls and 
painters’ pants, starting from 
about $10. 





Our own English Imports: 


Men’s Full Fashioned 


Fine Wool Sweaters 
at a special low price 


usually 22.95 
to 24.95 


12” 


¢ 3 styles: crew, turtle or V-neck. 

¢ Slight irregulars that will not affect 
appearance or wear 

e Assorted colors from pale to dark 

e Size range from 36 to 46. 


Beaucoop Shop — Second Floor 
Harvard Square 








At Spectrum-india you'll find a collection of unique- 
ly designed sportswear handcrafted with care from 
countries around the world. And you can accessor- 
ize our designs with everything from hand printed 
scarves to tried and true LEVI’S pants and jackets. 


SPECTRUM -INDIA 
460 Boylston Street, Boston, MA 
the Marketplace, Nagag Woods, Acton 





ONTACT LENSE 
Hard Semi-Soft Soft feat 
$100" $125" 175 

Cail for Consumer into: 353-1550 

Or. Richard T. Montross, 665 Beacon St., 
Suite 303, Boston, Mass. 02215 
(Credit Cards Accepted) 

° Exclusive of Professional Fees 








Physical Fitness 
Classes and Testing 


Cambridge YMCA 
820 Mass. Ave. 


Classes for Men: 
Mon.-Fri.: 7:15 am; 
12:15 noon, 5:30 pm 
Sat. 7:15am 8:00am 
Classes for Women: 

Mon., Wed., Fri. 9:00am 
Mon: & Thurs. 7:30pm 
Next Testing Date, Sat. or 
Sun., Oct. 2 & 3 
Call for Appointment 
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Retail 
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steady nerves to keep Filene’s 
fourth floor filled with Kenzos, 
St. Laurents and Kleins (Anne 
and Calvin). Carhart revels in it. 
“It’s where it happens first, it’s 
where the excitement is,” she 
flutters. “I love it.” 

Her best guide to fashion pros- 
pects is the semiannual Paris ex- 
cursion, Carhart explains — not 
just attending the pret-a-porter 
(ready to wear) collections, but 
watching what people are wear- 
ing. “To watch those French 
women ... 1 think they grew up 
on Cacherel. It’s the best educa- 
tion there is,” she says. French 
sales secretaries, Carhart says 
admiringly, will skip lunch for 
weeks to buy one designer swea- 
ter for $100 and will happily wear 
it several days a week. 


Last. spring she noticed lots of 
tailored vests and slim skirts, 
along with what she calls “the 
Field and Stream look,” like out- 
door jackets with kangaroo pock- 
ets. 

Carhart acknowledges that 
friends don’t always share her 
fashion passion: they want to 
know why anyone should spend 
hundreds of dollars on a single 
outfit and why the industry 
seems to build obsolescence into 
its constantly shifting styles. 

“T really believe there’s a lot 
more to clothing than just cov- 
ering your back,” Carhart re- 
plies: ““There’s such a sociolog- 
ical aspect to why men and 
women buy clothes. What you’re 
wearing affects your mood, the 
way other people react to you, 
the way they interpret you. 
Clothes reflect the mood of the 
country, the economy. And there 
are people who understand the 
intrinsic design value of better 
clothes, the aesthetic use of col- 
or and fabric, the interpreta- 
tion. 

“The greatest thing about this 
job is, there’s no routine. No 
boredom. If you’re sitting at your 
desk and fed up with paper- 
work, you go out and play with 
the floor, move merchandise 
around, talk to customers, try 
something on. That’s why I don’t 
mind staying here ’til 10.” 


Harriette Goldman was pre- 
occupied with a house in New- 
ton and two children when her 
husband Sumner opened a small 
shoe shop called Charles Sum- 
ner on lower Newbury Street af- 
ter World War II. But several 
years later, in 1954, a shop next 
door became available. 

“Tt was just one of those things 
that happen,” she recalls. “We 
were having a drink at the Ritz 
with our lawyer. He suggested it. 
Maybe we had one drink too 
many. Suddenly the next morn- 
ing we owned it — a tiny, nar- 
row strip of a store.” And she was 
in business. 

Goldman was, by her own ad- 
mission, “green as grass.” She 
had no retailing background; the 
only time she’d ever been to New 
York was on her honeymoon. “It 
didn’t ever occur to me that it 
would grow the way it did,” she 
says now. “It was a plaything. 
Everybody was father sur- 
prised.” 

Goldman had several advan- 
tages in 1954. One was less com- 


apartment in the Prudential 
Center and another in Boca 
Raton, Florida, where they 
spend a couple of months each 
year. Charles Sumner has 
branched .into Peabody and 
Chestnut Hill. The Goldmans 
are co-owners and managers and 
share major decisions, but he 
still oversees the shoes and she’s 
in charge of apparel. 

The shop has always reflected 
Harriette Goldman’s personal 
tastes; she’s never been able to 


find a buyer she feels comfortable 


with and still does all the buy- 
ing herself on trips to Europe 
and frequent treks to New York. 
Until recent years she even han- 
dled the window displays. 
Somehow these idiosyncra- 
cies have paid off. Goldman likes 
capes, for instance, and~has al- 





ways been able to sell them even 
in years when they were not 
“in.” She is also fond of violet 
and sells a lot of it, though it is 
not ordinarily among the pub- 
lic’s favorite shades. A few weeks 
ago, in fact, she ordered a Molly 
Parnis item in mohair, a violet 
cape that cost $550. And it sold 
the same day it came in. “Some- 
times,” she muses, “you just hit 
on something you’re mad for.” 


Agnes Cahill speaks quietly, 
dresses quietly, and is second in 
command at Bonwit Teller’s lo- 
cal store, a management level 
few women have been able to 
penetrate. She’s also the only fe- 
male member on the board of 
trustees of a local savings bank. 
“One thing fell into another,” 
she explains. 


“Expose Yourself. 


Con (-t- (ell lat-te-j 
Boston’s Specialty 
Hair and Skin Salons 


When it comes time for beauty, our 
hair, skin and nail specralists can make it 


it ali worthwhile 


In our hair design centers youll find 
skilled haircraftsmen offering the new- 
est in design haircutting and fashion 
stylings along with colour enhancing 
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Like many retailers whose 
background includes a stint at 
one of Boston’s two biggest 
stores, Cahill apprenticed at Jor- 
dan Marsh. She came to Bon- 
wit’s in 1958 to be executive sec- 
retary, then fashion coordina- 
tor. For the past 10 years her title 
has been “assistant manager.” 

Cahill’s main duty is hiring 
and supervising the 150 people 
who work at Bonwit’s (she once 
hired an enthusiastic salesper- 
son who confided, “You know, 
the clothes talk to me.’’). She al- 
so takes responsibility for main- 
taining Bonwit’s splendid old 
building and unds (which 
once housed the Museum of Nat- 
ural History). 

Bonwit’s is as serene inside as 
out, but Cahill says that in re- 
cent years the store has been 


working to overcome its some- 
what stuffy image end attract a 
younger and more diverse clien- 
tele. College students and young 
working women from nearby in- 
surance firms are customers 
now, along with matrons who’ve 
been coming in since the store 
opened in 1947. The shift has not 
been accidental, Cahill notes; 
personal appearances by de- 
signers, new junior depart- 
ments, cheese and wine recep- 
tions, posters on campuses and 
the use of students as part-time 
salespeople have helped. 

“It’s a business that gets into 
your blood,” she muses. ““You’d 
think it would become old hat, 
but it’s a sameness with a differ- 
ence, if that makes any sense. 
There’s always something to look 
forward to.” 


@}U am ialrele(-Wmat-limmeliellor-wmer- la mmaar- lal es 
cure, polish, wrap or repair your nails, 
eveni design a complete set of new 
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natural waving and hair revitalizing 
treatments 


we +? : vices at Headliners. 
petition: Bonwit’s was still new, 


and Saks and Lord and Taylor 
hadn’t entered the local market. 


aff . rail _ 
Goldman was able to snare A staff ot specially trained esthe 


knowing customers with exclu- ticians await you in our skin spas to 
sive imports and couture de- aeme, soothe, massage and masque 
signs. She even introduced Hal- you into feeling marvelous. Leg and 
ston to Boston. Another advan- body waxings, brow shapings, !ash tint- 
tage was a standing clientele who Tale me: (ale ms @l-16-\0)a1-11P4>10 Maal-L(c MeO LOM ial-ligele 
already patronized Charles tion are also available 
Sumner for shoes. Third, Sum- 
ner Goldman owned a family lea- 
ther business that saw them 
through the early years when 
Charles Sumner didn’t make 
enough money for the owners to 
draw a salary. 

These days, the Goldmans are 
drawing enough salary for an 
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Here's Looking 
at You, James Farabee 


Cool stares on the train to Princeton 


by Peter Birge 

Shortly after my 30th birth- 
day this summer, I spent a pen- 
sive afternoon in the closet 
mothballing my wardrobe. A 
look at what was draped over the 
hangers told me that my caste in 
clothing reeked of age as suf- 
focatingly as the pellets I was 
popping into ragged cuffs and 
sleeves. For too long I had been 
relying on a motley assortment 
of styles purchased during the 
formative stages of my youth. 
There on the pole, dangling in 
chronological order, were the 
sleeveless T-shirts of adolescent 
rebellion, the tweeds from my 
presumptuous early 20s and the 
jeans-and-leathers uniforms of 
the Movement. There were also 
the accessories of old club ties 
and the bermuda shorts once 
worn to introductory golf les- 
sons. What depressed me most 
about this collection was that all 
of it — every last check and 
stripe — still fitted me. Per- 
fectly. Horribly. How was I, now 
certifiably adult and presum- 
ably together in my thinking, to 
create one true image of myself 
from such a melange of out- 
dated: apparel? Where was my 
Mature Look? 


After some agonizing, I let the 
larvae feast to make room for the 
new couture I resolved to buy. 
Shopping, though, became an 
ordeal, since I didn’t have the 
vaguest idea of what clothes were 


becoming or of how to coor- 
dinate my ensemble. I bought a 
Cardin suit in midnight blue, 
which gave me the appearance of 
a mincing Gillette razorblade 
with its attenuated cut stretched 
over my bony shoulders. I was 
even less fortunate in my choice 


of shoes; anyone who is bow- 
legged and pigeon-toed feels 
awkward in a $60 pair of suede 
elevators, particularly when he 
already stands 6-foot 3 in his 
stocking feet. After an expen- 
sive week of throwing my Mas- 
ter Charge after every calfhide 


The man who turned Ron O'Neal into Supertly. 


notion that beckoned, I decided 
to seek professional advice. 

My mother was otherwise oc- 
cupied, so I journeyed to New 
York to consult with James 
Amos Farabee, the famous de- 
signer of Looks for men and 
women. Farabee’s expertise lies 





not in cutting original fall de- 
signs but in selecting and coor- 
dinating clothing for his clien- 
tele. He caters to exuberant 
tastes and, being black, special- 
izes in black fashions. Legend 
has it that Farabee imitated Gia- 
como Puccini by wearing a floun- 
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cy velvet chapeau to a La Scala 
performance a few years ago, 
thereby starting the funkadelic 
era. He recreated that touch for 
Ron O’Neal in Superfly and 
gaining renown, tended to Are- 
tha Franklin’s hair and skin 
Look (he doubles as a cosme- 
tologist), Miles Davis’s Farewell 
Tour Look and the TV Looks for 
The Electric Company’s Hattie 
Winston and for Toxie Roker of 
The Jeffersons. So pervasive is 
Farabee’s influence that one sus- 
pects his inspiration is present in 
every mellow, street-wise fash- 
ion article. 

This season Farabee is branch- 
ing out with the introduction of 
his first perfume, America, 
named in honor of the Bicenten- 
nial. That brand name may not 
sound terribly original but the 
fragrance is unquestionably pa- 
triotic, since Farabee concocted 
it from the Bureau of Stan- 
dards’s list of Americans’ 10 fav- 
orite scents. Musk, rosehips, 
carnation — all are blended to- 
gether with everybody’s prefer- 
ence included. With so broad an 
appeal, America may signify the 
start of the first black-con- 
trolled cosmetic company that 
doesn’t retail, like Afro- and UI- 
tra-Sheen, exclusively to blacks. 
Farabee hopes so, though that is 
a faraway consideration. Right 
now he still protects his black 
image by limiting his celebrity 
patrons to blacks only. All 
whites who are established stars 
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What the best-dressed men in Princeton will wear. 
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he refers to a white colleague. 

Although white, I qualified for 
Farabee’s attentions because 
practically nobody in New York 
ever heard of me. We agreed to 
meet early on a Saturday morn- 
ing in Wolfe’s Delicatessen so 
that he could look me over be- 
fore arranging for my trans- 
formation. How would I know 
him, I asked over the phone? 
“[ll be wearing something 
peach,” he explained. Satisfied 
with that seemingly subtle sign 
of recognition, I headed for the 
Big Apple. 

Of all those noshing away at 
Wolfe’s at that dawning hour, 
Farabee was readily identi- 
fiable. And the “something peach” 
which was a silk bodyshirt 
wasn’t the only item of apparel 
that gave him away as a man 
who circulates in high fashion 
circles. From the tips of French 
suede sartogas to his suavely 
cropped Afro and his tortoise- 
shell shades, he was all shim- 
mering resplendency. “Oh, I’m 
not wearing anything at all,” he 
remonstrated, noting my awe. 
This was only his Weekend 
Morning Casual Look, he said, 
anatomizing the elements of his 
outfit for my first lesson in basic 
stylistics. 

There were the de rigueur ban- 
ana-hued slacks to contrast nice- 
ly with his dark skin, of course, 
but casual a.m. Looks relied on 
accessories. Farabee twitched his 

Continued on page 14 
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Farabee 


Continued from page 13 

fingers to display a dazzling 
smattering of rings, bracelets 
and a wrist watch that had been 
melted over with gold. Around 
his neck he wore a string of exo- 
tic black pearls and from his ear- 
lobe a canarystone diamond 
sparkled. “You like?” Farabee 
asked, coyly. 

Certainly I was overwhelmed, 
though still a little disappointed 
at his choice of a rendezvous. He 
apologized, explaining that the 
Salon was in the process of be- 
ing vacated. With the appear- 
ance of America perfume, he had 
elected to spend more of his time 
traveling across the country 
counseling folks who lived far 
away from the fashion capital. 
Only to his favorite patrons 
would he now minister, prefer- 
ring to cultivate the mystique of 
inaccessibility. “I was too ex- 
posed on 58th Street,” he said. 
“There were too many men and 
women coming into the Salon 
that I didn’t want to work on. 
Those women! They'd say ‘I 
want to be a new person.’ So I 
would have to tell them — with a 


| camouflaged courtesy — “Then 


go to a plastic surgeon, honey — 
go to the movies or wear a mask. 
I can only create a complement 
to what you already have or sug- 
gest a change of habit or a new 
posture for you. To be new you'll 
have to get yourself reborn.’ 

“Then there were the men. 
Long after I had gotten a floppy 
hat on Ron O’Neai’s head, the 
black middle-class started com- 
ing around. They’re maddening 
— you can’t slip a pair of tan al- 
ligators on their feet, oh no! 
They wanted the Superfly Ex- 
ecutive Look so I had to tone 
down the chapeau style and sort 
of stingy-brim them. That’s frus- 
trating because I like to special- 
ize in the lush people’s Look.” 

Farabee pronounced “Look” 
with a richness of intonation 
shared only by the Jamaican 
who advertises ‘Coola’ on the TV 
commercial. He looked down tol- 
erantly at my fraying morning 
outfit of jogging shoes, grass- 
stained slacks and cowboy shirt. 
This wasn’t going to be easy, he 
sighed. First, he warned me, I 
should vuderstand that one 
didn’t just go out and snatch up 
a year’s supply of garments and 
expect success. One had to have 
a sense of theatre. Each Look he 
laid on me would be designed for 
a specific occasion — work, a 
wedding, an evening at the thea- 
tre, or a party. That was my only 
hope unless I wanted to remain a 
hodge-podge of fashion. 

Envisioning how many occa- 
sions one is party to in a week, I 
objected to Farabee’s approach 
on the grounds that equipping 
me completely would be as- 
tronomically expensive. We 
compromised; today I would se- 
lect only one Look. While I de- 
cided on what upcoming fete to 
target my Look, Farabee steeped 
himself in rapport. Only after ar- 
riving at my innermost char- 
acter could he be effective. 
“What astrological sign are 
you?” he asked. When I replied 
that I was Leo, he slapped his 
hands together happily and 
crowed, ‘“‘Bee-utiful! You like to 
roar. Like the lion.” Farabee 
spent another 15° minutes ex- 
cavating the secret reserves of 
my vanity. I failed to see how his 
psyching me now could help 
guide his hand later when the 
boutique-hopping began, so he 
gave me an example of another 
difficult case he had handled a 
few months ago. 

A certain New Mexico ran- 
cher had asked his help. His son 
was making his debut at the 
Metropolitan Opera in New York 
and the gentleman, who was in 
his late 40s and more comfor- 
table with cattle than Caruso, 
was at a loss as to what to wear. 
Even if it was his son’s night, he 

Continued on page 16 
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Farabee 


€ontinued from page 14 
didn’t want to go entirely unno- 
ticed. 


Farabee first interviewed the 


rancher on the phone. “I pegged 
him as what I call an ‘Interna- 
tional Underlined.’ Somebody 
who is used to being scrutinized, 
somebody who has traveled, 
somebody who knows that if they 
are given a Look, they can carry 
it off even if they don’t originate 
in a cultural center. Like many 
‘Internationals’ he told me he 
was a shy person who wanted to 
stand out. Hearing only his 
voice, I thought to myself ‘tails’ 
— it was a black tie affair. But 
when I met him, I realized that 
wouldn’t do at all. He was rug- 
gedly handsome, over six feet 


with a weathered face. And he’ 


turned out to be one of those 
westerners who sort of sit back 
on their knees when standing, so 
the fold would have been all 
wrong for tails.” 

Rising to the challenge of 
garbing a cowpoke with Groucho 
Marx posture, Farabee concen- 
trated on details of the Met gala. 
He inspected the rancher’s tick- 
ets and compared them with a 
seating plan of the hall. Once 
convinced that his orchestra 
placement allowed for a showy 
entrance, Farabee created a cos- 
tume “that flowed.” For a base, 
he picked out striped black tux- 
edo trousers, black silk shirt and 
black leather and satin San 
Remo shoes. The frosting con- 
sisted of a whjte-kimono wed- 
ding shirt worn open at the top. 
Around the rancher’s neck he 
draped tiers of turquoise jewel- 
ry to retain the honest south- 
western Look and so that people 
“would come up to him and say 
‘How interesting your neck is’ 
and strike up a conversation.” 

Farabee explained that the 
stones were crucial because any- 
one, to have confidence in his 
Look;.must know why and where 
people are looking at him. 
Though he never got a follow-up 
report from the rancher, Fara- 
bee thinks the soiree was a suc- 
cess if only because the rancher 
believed in him. “He trusted me 
even if he felt a little uncomfort- 
able. I took him as far as I could 
go, considering what I was given 
to start with.” 

This illustration unnerved me 
slightly, for I didn’t feel up to so 
plush a Look even if I were Bos- 
ton’s version of “International 
Underlined.” Farabee reassured 
me, saying that he had already 
divined my conservative bent 
and would incorporate that into 
his selections once I had decided 
on what occasion I chose to pre- 
view my Look. “Don’t worry, I 
would never put a bird cage on 
your head. I require a sense of 
style in any Look.” Farabee re- 
called that he had, for example, 
coutured ringside spectators at 
the early Ali fights in New York 
but had rejected clients after the 
first Frazier-Ali encounter. Box- 
ing fashion had bécome a eircus 
by that time, he said, and he 
wanted no part of it. There — 
his professional image and 
to consider. Even his e 
famous clients who had let their 
Farabee-enhanced Look decay 
were not welcome at the Salon. 
“TI wouldn’t let Aretha Franklin 
in now. Her style’s become so 
tacky. I was never responsible for 
anything but her hair.” 

In order to ascertain my needs 
in an atmosphere of privacy, 
Farabee invited me back to the 
Salon. Walking down the street, 
I spied a pimp driving by in a 
floppy hat. When I commented 
on this Farabee imitation (with- 
out Farabee there to shape the 
brim personally any Superfly 
Look must be considered an imi 
tation), my companion be- 
wailed his lack of protection 
against fashion theft. “You can’t 
put a copyright on a Look,” he 
said, “the way you can on a hit 
record or a book. Big-name fash- 
ion designers have stolen my 


<< 


Looks and copied the ‘compo 
nents: in their line. But who 
could prove it? A Look is too 
ethereal to prove that it’s been 
duplicated. You can always tell, 
though. The designer Barbara 
MacFadden saw my Female 
Look — interwoven silk saris — 
and took it. Everybody cashed in 
on my Stevie Wonder Birthday 
Party Look; I wore rows and rows 
of this heavy jewelry to Stevie’s 
birthday years ago. when nobody 
else was doing that sort of thing. 
My picture ‘was in the Times 
next morning and soon that Look 
was the fashion rage. Of course, I 
didn’t get any credit for it.” 

As we moved along, Farabee 
pantomimed various Looks, still 
assembling . themselves in his 
imagination — Looks that he 
would like to steal from History 
and make au courant. He leaned 
up against a building and snif- 
fled, wiping at the stores as if 
they were rainy window panes. 
“My Duchess of Windsor Look,” 
he declared with a bow to my ap- 
plause, “It would depend on that 
kind of tearful mood. The Duch- 
ess has just returned to London 
for the funeral of Edward and is 
looking out into the night, wait- 
ing for his casket to arrive at the 
castle. She’s saying, ‘If only that 
dude had played his cards right 
I'd be Queen today.’ Finding 
someone who could do justice to 
that Look isn’t easy.” 

We passed Madison Square 
Garden as Farabee finished his 
demonstration of the Rachel 
Look he intends to copy (‘“‘veils, 
lots of veils”) for a mother at her 
son’s Bar Mitzvah. He glared at 
the workmen disassembling The 
Convention apparatus. Shocked 
by the simple ‘tastes of Demo- 
cratic delegates’ wives whom he 
had dressed, coiffed, and aroma- 
tized, Farabee worried that new 
occupants in The White House 
meant trouble for imaginative 
designers. “If Carter wins, kiss 
fashion goodbye,” he said. With- 
in a couple of seasons, he sug- 
gested, everybody would be 
wearing Levis with a red ker- 
chief and a bag of peanuts in the 
back pocket. 

Farabee is avoiding that un- 
pleasant eventuality by closing 
his salon — vaporizing the Look 
into the essence of America per- 
fume. The Salon, when we en- 
tered, already had been com- 
pletely demolished. Gluey 
blotches on the wall marked 
where the mirrors had hung and 
the floor was covered with ship- 
ping crates of America and dis- 
carded curling irons. 

“The savages!” Farabee said, 
surveying the wreckage he had 
commissioned. Like a fashion ar- 
chaeologist, Farabee took me on 
a guided tour through the six- 
room suite where his clients, in 
turn, could have a facial, hair 
styling, be dressed and be per- 
fumed with a unique blend of 
their special scent. 

“Welcome to my Pompeii, my 
ruin, my Baths of Calcutta,” 
Farabee intoned, leading me to 
the sauna which normally fol- 
lowed after a day spent shop- 
ping for duds in a chauffeured 
limo. All that remained of the 
sauna were a few damp rocks 
and a puddle, but the Salon still 
retained an air of mystery. 
Strange transformations, no less - 
profound than the New Mexico 
rancher’s, had occurred here. I 
picked up an odd-looking ma- 
chine which Farabee called the 
deincrostrator — “It forces open 
the pores of the skin.” Apothe- 
cary jars and retorts lined the 
shelves, leaving me to think that 
alchemy had been practiced re- 
cently in this sanctum sanc- 
torum. Farabee didn’t deny it. 

He had gotten into the Look 
end of the fashion industry, he 
said, after doing a junior college 
term paper on Pygmalion, 
Shaw’s play about a sculptor 
who carves the likeness of tlie 
perfect woman. After becoming 
enamored of his work, the artist 
succeeds in bringing the image to 
life. I-wasn’t able to follow Fara- 

Continued on page 18 
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Farabee 


Continued from page 16 

bee’s reasoning too closely here, 
but somehow that paper in- 
spired him with “the idea that 
you could take fashion that far. 
That you could bring a Look to 
life and have a nice life for your- 
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self falling in love with your crea- 
tions. Now you can see why I at- 
tract the sort of people who de- 
sire a tremendous richness in 
their pygmalia.” 

Today I was to be Farabee’s 
male version of Galatea, though I 
doubted any Pygmalion’s abil- 
ity to breathe being into my in- 
ert fashion consciousness. Fara- 
bee draped himself over a chair 
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and scrutinized my emaciated 
figure as if it were merely the 
armature on which he would 
build his (and hopefully my) fan- 
tasies. We had agreed that my 
revitalized Look. would first be 
seen at an intimate outdoor con- 
cert I was attending that even- 
ing in Princeton. I wished to 
avoid blending in too well with 
the collegiate fashions prevail- 
ing in that university town and, 
without explicit sartorial insult, 
to unsettle my fellow Bach- 
lovers with a highly cosmopoli- 
tan image. I was pessimistic 
while Farabee asked questions 
and took mental note of my 
measurements. Was it possible 
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that.a slob such as I, whose socks 
at that moment adhered to his 
sneakers after three weeks away 
from the washing machine, could 
be rearranged enough to be scor- 
ing cultural points by nightfall in 
suburbia? 

Completing his meditation, 
Farabee sat up straight. He had 
formalized what previously had 
been only vague stirrings. His 
knowledge of Princeton was 
scanty. “Isn’t that the place 
where the kids wear the khakis 
up to here?” he asked, indica- 
ting a level midway up his calf. 
“Yes, I drove through it once but 
I kept the windows all rolled 
up.” Never mind that, he said, 
and began listing the pieces for 
my triumphant debut in the 
land of the penny loafer. 

“First of all, we have to get 
you some wing-tips with tassles 
— yes, Yves St. Laurent black 
patent leather. The patent lea- 
ther is going to take them since 
they have tassles on their golf 
shoes. They’ll wonder, ‘Was it 
golf that inspired him to wear 

_ those?’ But the real touch will be 
the black pair of knee-length 
knit hose they’ll see when you 
cross your legs. No — soft gray. 
The trousers will be chocolate- 
colored to go with your hair, 
complexion and sunglasses. 
Straight-legged, made of gab- 
ardine so they will flow and just 
hang off your waist. They’ll have 
pleats, though, which will bring 
you around again to a conserva- 


tive Look — but you'll also have 
on a thin, black alligator belt. So 
they’ll have to wonder, ‘Where 
does a man buy an alligator belt 
around here?’ We'll monogram 
your initials into the buckle 
exactly the way they monogram 
their shirt pockets.” 

In workmanlike fashion, Fara- 
bee had chosen to start with the 
foundation and build up. Sat- 
isfied there, he turned to my tor- 
so and head, “You'll need a long- 
sleeve body shirt to complement 
your slim frame. Banana- 
colored. Silk. Beautiful! It gets 
cool out there in the Jersey flat- 
lands, so we want silk to be open 
to the breeze, so that you will 
flow along to the breeze. Then a 
panama with a thin black and 
brown-striped band. Imagine 
your Look with the shirt — it is 
open at the collar with the 
sleeves rolled up. And the brim 
of your hat is down all around to 
create that mystique of ‘I’ll look 
at you, don’t you look at me.’ ” 

I interrupted Farabee to ask 
for a subtotal of my Look’s ef- 
fect on Princetonians. What gen- 
eral impression would I convey 
in this dark, sportive costume? 
“You imply a waiting Look,” he 
answered. “The Look of the Ri- 
val in Shades. You’re going to 
have to mill around a good deal 
to get that Look across, though.” 
Then he considered the acces- 
sories. These were vital since 
they hinted at a lifestyle at once 
threateningly glamorous and yet 





For Fall 1976 — 
Back to the Classics 


Cowl neck sweaters, tailored flannel 
trousers and: 


The Biazer by Cinnamon in charcoal 
and Chestnut corduroy and detailed 
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— flapped pockets, inverted back 
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comfortably domestic. 

I would strap on a very thin 
watch, wear a flashy ring on my 
forefinger, but also add a wed- 
ding band (though I am single) 
to give me a Legitimacy Look. 
Hand-hammered gold. Over my 
shoulder would hang a coffee- 
colored satchel of soft leather to 
blend with my chocolate gab- 
ardines. A sweater, too, would be 
necessary — not to be worn but 
only draped over the shoulders. 
My Look’s basics were now com- 
plete, freeing Farabee to garnish 
it with a few final foppish 
touches. 

“There is a blazer slung over 
the satchel,” Farabee said, look- 
ing into the distance in a clair- 
voyant trance. “You never put it 
on, even if it gets cool. In the 
pocket is a banana-colored hand- 
kerchief. There’s a little pin or 
tietack of a horse’s head or some- 
thing in the lapel to let them 
think you’re a member of some 
exclusive club. ‘Oh, my God,’ 
they’re saying. ‘He must be 
super-rich.’ You smile when you 
hear this. There you are, leaning 
nonchalantly on a tennis racket 
with a wood press that you have 
stained mahogany. A walking 
stick would be nice, but it would 
be too much for someone your 
age. Tonight you’re completely 
understated in your Look.” 

I wasn’t feeling understated; 
my big worry centered on how I 
would work my way through the 
subway turnstiles to catch my 


train while encumbered with so 
much gear. Would The Rival In 
Shades sink under his funkified 
weight into the New Jersey 
marshes? Farabee laughed off 
my logistical anxieties. He was 
way ahead of me, having al- 
ready worked up my Leaving 
Princeton Look for next morn- 
ing’s return trip to New York 
City. “Go to the train station 
with the mystery peeled off. 
Wear a polished cotton T-shirt 
with your full name blazed ac- 
ross your chest and a white, 
black, and chocolate polka- 
dotted scarf wrapped on your 
neck.” 


Unconvinced that the Prince- 
ton concertgoers would appre- 
ciate fully the soulfylness of my 
get-up, I nevertheless accom- 
panied Farabee on a blitz shop- 
ping spree on foot. Time was 
running short, so we ransacked 
Bonwit’s for the crucial items 
and Valentino’s for the wing- 
tips. Farabee had to make an- 
other appointment before clos- 
ing hours, so I was entrusted 
with collecting the remainder 
alone. 


I barely caught the 4:45 to 
Princeton Junction after a last- 
minute dash down to the lower 
30s to cop a bottle of witch hazel 
at a pharmacy. Farabee had in- 
sisted that I lighten my hair 
“just enough to let them know 
you’ve been out in the sun this 
summer.” After brightening my 
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locks in the Con-Rail lavatory, I 
slipped into my wardrobe and 
paraded down the length of the 
‘car to my seat. 

Nobody noticed me, which 
was disappointing. So I slipped 
back to the washroom and 
dabbed on some America — 
Farabee had presented me with a 
bottle as a gift before departing 
— to see if that was the little ex- 
tra I was missing. The added ef- 
fect was startling, though not the 
one I had anticipated; my fellow 
passengers guffawed as I swag- 


gered back to the compartment. 
What went wrong? I wondered as 
the commuter who shared my 
row hurriedly left, not to return. 
Had I been too liberal with the 
America? Or was it perhaps 
something in my Look that I 
hadn’t adjusted? Was my brim 
folded improperly, had I made a 
bad job of folding the blazer over 
the satchel? Whatever was out of 
kilter, I had precious few mo- 
ments to correct it. 
Rummaging around for a solu- 
tion, I picked up a copy of Fara- 
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bee’s America brochure which he 
had wrapped. around his fra- 
grance. I found nothing there to 
help. On the flyleaf, though, I 
discovered that Farabee had 
kindly penned a personal in- 
scription. After assuring the con- 
ductor that I had not mistaken 
my train for the uptown to Har- 
lem, I read Farabee’s last words: 
“In this world of fashion and 
fade, remember me.” That was 
all I could do as I dived into my 
grubby old dungarees and a pair 
of jogging shoes. 
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by Michael Ryan 


This is Duke Mantee, the world- 
famous killer... 
—Robert Sherwood, 
The Petrified Forest 


They chose Bogart to play that 
prince of crime, Duke Mantee. 
His split lip and his sneer gave 
him the proper air of evil for the 
role. Then Hollywood went to 
work to flush out the image. 
They creased his face with the 
lines of bitter experience and 


Dressed for Oblivion 


dusted him over with the grime 
of years on the lam. Then they 
sent him down to costuming to 
be decked out like a blood- 
thirsty gunsel. 

The costume people did their 
work wonderfully, and when he 
came out, Bogart looked like the 
compleat thug. He wore a three- 
piece, pinstriped suit, the 
shoulders spattered with mud, 
the trousers wrinkled and baggy, 
a dark shirt beneath the vest, 
open at the collar and innocent 


The last of the muft 


of any hint of necktie. Only a 
hooligan, of course, would dress 
with such disregard of taste, con- 
vention, finesse. That was 1936. 


“You' re obsolete, Duke . -- 
—Leslie Howard to 
Humphrey Bogart, 
The Petrified Forest 
If Duke Mantee moved to Bos- 
ton today, he would make half 
the town’s best-dressed lists in a 
week. After all, his suit was well 
cut, it fit him, and it was made 


of good stuff. Give the man a 
necktie and he would have to 
hire a staff to handle his dinner 
invitations. 

This, by the way, is a compli- 
ment to Boston; in most of 
America a man properly dressed 
— or even semi-properly dressed, 
like Duke Mantee — would at- 
tract as much attention as a 
medieval equerry in a clanking 
suit of mail. And as many quiz- 
zical stares. 

There are probably many rea- 


sons for the collapse of taste in 
America in the 1970s. We 
haven’t been in the best of 
moods lately, and we have suc- 
cumbed to the surcease from sor- 
row offered by any number of 
preachers of the Feelgood philo- 
sophy. The leisure suit, one sup- 
poses, is comfortable enough un- 
til the weather gets warm, but 
the pernicious notion that cloth- 
ing is meant to be comfortable 
has unfortunately translated 

Continued on page 22 
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French Cut T’s 
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Cap Sleeves 
Tank Tops 
Long Sleeves 
Sweatshirts 
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Canvas Bags 
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MY-T SHIRT 


“THE T SHIRT BOUTIQUE” OF HARVARD SQUARE ! 
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Hawaian Crazy Shirts 
Rock Stars 
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“ Air Brush 
Monster Co. T's 
Hand Painted 
Heat Transfers 
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CCUSTOM PRINTINGS 


The finest quality silk-screen printing. In house artists 
will assist you with your design layout. Stop by our 
shop for further information or call 491-6987. 


MY-T Shirt @ 56 Boylston St. 
Cambridge, Mass. 02138 











FACE FACTS #2 


BLEMISHES ARE KID STUFF! 
Facial blemishes aren't restricted to 
your kids, but if you're old enough to 
VOTE they could be a serious problem. 
Professional help is here. We're the 
experts in facial pore cleansing, the 
major problem causing those ugly 


bumps and spots. 


Help your skin grow up. Call Miss 
Grady for an appointment. Never a 
charge for skin analysis. 


FACE FIRST 


39 Newbury St. Back Bay 
Boston Phone 536-4447 
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boston 33 newbury street 617-267-5100 lexington 5 meriam street 617-862-9802 
boston 623 commonwealth ave. 617-262-8750 framingham 191 concord street 617-879-6951 
newton 74 langley road 617-527-8155 norwood 20 broadway 617-762-8920 
newtonville 332 walnut street 617-527-9600 aliston 1236 commonwealth ave. 617-566-8719 
amherst 26 main street 413-253-9293 worcester 20 front street 617-754-2148 
longmeadow 807 maple street 413-567-9414 lawrence 435 essex street 617-682-2574 
randolph 95 north main street 617-963-9700 wellesley 37 central street 617-235-0631 
danvers 4 high street 617-774-9737 quincy 1459 hancock street 617-479-7927 
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Emma Kenig founded a scientific center 
to deal with skin problems like yours. 


Cosmetic counter solutions don’t deal 
effectively with skin problems. Neither do ordinary 
skin care salons, whose estheticians know only how 
to give simple facials. 

But skin problems often respond dramati- 
cally to Emma Kenig’s scientific approach developed 
through a complete understanding of the skin based 
on years of hospital training. 

Emma Kenig’s scientific approach to skin 
problems was developed by her in conjunction with a 
remarkable team of skin therapists and dermatolo- 
gists at a modem Buenos Aires research hospital, and 

snshailiies new ee for using Europe’s latest electronic equipment. 

As an Emma Kenig client, you will receive a thorough skin analysis. 
Then the Center will prescribe a battery of hospital-tested techniques. You will also 
be trained to care for your skin at home, using pleasant procedures and products 
originally developed for Emma Kenig in Argentina. 

So call now for a free consultation. The number in Boston is 262-8750. 
Or make an appointment through any John Dellaria Continental. 


Emma Kenig’s Scientific Skin Care Center 
at John Dellaria’s Continental 


623 Commonwealth Avenue, Boston 
Telephone 262-8750 
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Feelgoodism into an area where 
it has no place. Simply put, 
clothing is not meant to be com- 
fortable. It can protect, pre- 
serve, and defend its wearer; it 
can attract or repel the opposite 
sex; it can send messages and re- 
scind them, but clothing is not 
meant to be comfortable, except 
in the most incidental manner. 

Of all the villains in the sorry 
saga of the vulgarization of 
American dress — and the per- 
son who invented Dacron gets an 
inner circle of inferno for his/her 
part — the airplane must be ac- 
counted a major demon. When 
travel was slow and arduous, 
there was no need for a con- 
venient wardrobe — nobody ex- 
pected any sort of convenience. 
In the day of jet travel, plastic 
interiors, plastic lounges, plas- 


, tic motels and plastic everyday 


life, the plastic leisure suit fol- 
lows as the night the day. 


With an-evening coat and a 

white tie, anybody, even a siock- 

broker, can gain a reputation for 
being civilized. 

—Oscar Wilde, The Picture 

of Dorian Gray 

A fellow we know, a likable if 
somewhat klutzy gent in his 
mid-20s who is wise as well as de- 
crepit beyond his years, found 
himself dancing early this sum- 
mer at a Long Island party with 
yet another candidate to play 
Zelda to his Scott. When she in- 
formed him, with a razor’s edge 
in her voice, that he danced with 
all the grace of Frankenstein’s 
monster, his spirits sank. But la- 
ter, in the quiet of his lonely 
room, when he discovered that 
his Pentel had leaked and 
smutted his white ducks with a 
great black stain, he became in- 
consolable. A person, after all, 
can always reconstruct a shat- 
tered social life, but a reputa- 
tion for sloppy dressing stays 
with one forever. 

This friend of ours was sur- 
prised, shocked, dumbfounded 
— “grossed out” would be a bet- 
ter phrase, but this is a family 
rag — to discover that he was not 
ostracized from society by this 
Mark of Ham. Indeed, not only 
did nobody comment, nobody 
noticed. The language of cloth- 
ing is no longer spoken in 
America. 


To have gathered from the air 
a live tradition or from a fine old 
eve the unconquered flame 

This is not vanity, 

Here error is all in the not 
done, all in the diffidence that 
faltered. 

—Ezra Pound, 
Canto LXXXI 

The language of clothing. 
Richard Cory knew it well, and 
used it to confuse the world 
around him. Clothing can make 
a man or a woman invulnerable 
to the ebb and flow of human 
misery, make a person, however 
insecure, an apparent tower of 
strength. This is the virtue of 
dressing well. 

Americans have a curious ap- 
proach to dress, one divorced 
from the world their ancestors 
left behind. To the American, to 
the American male especially, 
dress is an instrument of same- 
ness, a badge that identifies him 
as one of the many, as a mem- 
ber of a long polyester line, un- 
distinguishable and _ undistin- 
guished. The average American 
places a high premium on his 
averageness, and would be nei- 
ther out far nor in deep. Now 
that the leisure suit is the rule, 


and the doubleknit the anemic. 


equivalent of formal wear, he 
will wear the leisure suit to work, 
and the doubleknit ensemble 
only to the weddings and fun- 
erals of his dear intimates. To set 
himself apart from the mass of 
his cohorts, to demand more, or 
better, or finer in his clothing, 
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plenary indulgence, once 
amazed a group of companions 
by announcing, firmly and in de- 
fiance of the gossip of the mo- 
ment, that a well-known jazz 
musician had relapsed into his 
drug habit. Frazier, as time 


the Sherlockian, and 

simple, deduction of the state- 
ment that was breathtaking. 
Seeing the man in concert one 
evening, Frazier remarked that 
he had a ballpoint pen in the 
breastpocket of his jacket, where 
his handkerchief should have 
been. This, the writer reasoned, 
could only be the act of one 
crazed by drugs. 

Perhaps a dozen men in the 
Northeast today still remember 
to wear handkerchiefs in their 
breast pockets; half of them, one 
suspects, believe that the poc- 
ket cloth should be cut from the 
same material as the necktie. 
Such are the times. 


Come on, let me show you where 
it’sat.... 
—Chris Kenner 

Levi-Strauss, whose theories 
are often questionable, and 
whose structuralism is an inven- 
tive and frequently amusing at- 
tempt to rationalize the mani- 
festly unintelligible, dignified 
the subject of table manners by 
devoting an entire volume to it. 
Without endorsing his antino- 
mian notions, one must com- 
mend him for his grasp of an im- 
portant issue of human society. 
Few Americans bother to ex- 
amine the implications of civil- 
ity. Fewer still understand them. 

Joseph’s brothers were willing 
to cast him to his death in envy 
of his polychrome coat. Even as 
the redemption of Mankind from 
the Sin of Adam occurred before 
their unbelieving eyes, a few 
buck privates in the Roman 
army played craps for the Mes- 
siah’s seamless cloak. It was one 
fine square of linen that drove 
the Moor of Venice to madness 
and to death. Why is this Philis- 
tine society of ours unable to 
compass the meaning of cloth, 
unwilling to make the state- 
ments with raiment that it can- 
not make with words? Does no 
one remember that clothing is 
not a uniform, but an ex- 
pression of the self? Can no one 
recall when we dressed, not to 
please others, but to express our- 
selves? 

Quis hic locus quae haec mun- 
di plaga? What is this America 
where people have forgotten the 
essentials of language, where 
people believe that a shark’s 
tooth necklace and an open- 
chested patterned shirt, a halter 
top and faded jeans, are an ex- 
pression of anything more than a 
slave’s obeisance to mediocrity? 
Clothing is, must be, has always 
been, a signal of difference, not a 
token of sameness. With two 
arms, two legs, two of this and 
two of that, one human being is 
much the same as another. Few 
can aspire to greatness, fewer still 
to immortality. Distinctions are 
hard to come by. At least, when 
we mere mortals strut and fret 
our hour upon the stage, we can 
be remembered for our costume. 
We can make Daisy Buchanan 
weep at the beauty of our Turn- 
bull and Asser shirts. We can 
make the men of Oxbridge 
drown themselves in despair at 
the glory of our Zuleika Dobson 
frocks. We can wear an apricot 
scarf and drive Carly Simon to 
distraction. 

This is the secret, Buddy, and 
I tell you only because we Quis 
Kids got to stick together. Cloth- 
ing is life itself, Buddy. Life It- 
self. It’s all we got. Use it. 
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all you 


need. 


“LEG GLOVES’ BY GHEDINI. 
THE EUROPEAN STYLE AND FIT 
AMERICAS BEEN WAITING FOR. ~ 


SHOWN: 
THE “SPLIT OVERALL” 
WAIST SIZES 29-38, LENGTH X-LONG. 
PRE WASHED 11720Z. DENIM. 


See 
GHEDINI 
lect 


OF ITALY 


Wrangler Wranch locations. 


Boston, Mass. 

349 Washington Street 

(across from Woolworth) 

651 Boyiston Street 

(Copley Square across from 

Public Library) 

Cambridge, Mass: 

57 Boylston Street (Crimson Galeria 
in Harvard Square) 


Hartford, Conn. 
The Civic Center Shops 
One Civic Center 


New York, N.Y. 

9 W. Eighth St., bet. 5 & 6 Aves. 

43 Greenwich Ave., bet. 6 & 7 Aves. 
1556 Third Ave., bet. 87 & 88 Sts. 
2150 Broadway, bet. 75 & 76 Sts. 
1074 Third Ave., bet. 63 & 64 Sts. 


akan ii 














537 Commonwealth Ave.,Kenmore Square 3 Center Plaza, Government Center 
261-5140 Open Mon.-Fri. 9-5:30 Sat. 9-3 742-8151 Open Mon.-Fri. 8:30 - 5:30 
(Free Parking at Kenmore Auto Park) Free Parking on Premises 
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Sleek and Subtie. 
When a fleeting glance is all you 
have. When what you wear tells 
who you are. Dream up an wee 
and see it come to life; 
Day or night, Eve’s ee is her 
own. A floral print handkerchief 


dress, with flounce sleeves by 
Jody; makes a sleek you for fall. 


\/P Pp ESSICONS: When the occasion calls for an air 
: of distinction, Europa Collection’s 


three pieces suit is simply 
tailored, elegantly 

subtle; and the 

total look is 

impressive 

on you. 





300 Harvard Street, Brookline 
Liberty Tree Mall, Danvers 
The Garage, Mezzanine level 
Harvard Square 





